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My ankle pained me very much at times,
but for the most part it seemed to have no
feeling in it at all, and was swollen into an
unsightly mass.

We came across one or two poor old
Manipuri women on the road as we neared
the frontier. They had been peaceably
travelling up to their homes when the trouble
came, and the men with them forsook them
to hide in the jungles around until we should
have passed by. Poor old ladies ! As soon
as they saw me they rushed at me and clung
to my skirts, refusing to let me out of their
sight for a minute. We took them with us
to Cachar, and let them remain there until
peace should be restored once more.

Day by day brought the same routine :
the weary march in the hot sun, and the
worn-out slumber at night; but at last the
day dawned which was to see us across the
frontier in British territory once more, saved
in every sense of the word.

It was sunset on the last day of March as